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PKEFACE. 

The matter of the following addresses lays no claim 
to originality. Many hints have been derived from 
addresses on the same subject by the Bey. Canons 
King and Knox Little, and from '' Thoughts on the 
Seven Last Words of Christ Crucified," by the Eev. 
F. C. Blyth. They are published at the request of 
some who heard them. 
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INTRODUCTION, AND THE FIBST WORD, 



This is a very solemn day, the most solemn day in 
all the year. It is the death-day of our greatest 
Friend. Now, all deaths are sad, exceeding sad for 
those who witness them. But they are very different 
from this : for they are sad because of what follows 
them ; thisy from what led to it. With them we 
cannot help thinking of our loss, the voice now 
hushed, the chair now empty, the sweet intercourse 
of mind with mind all passed away. But with this 
death there is no idea of loss connected. Nay, to 
us it was the greatest gain. Why, then, is it still so 
sad to think of ? Surely, dear friends, because of all 
that led to it. The sins of ages, the sins of a whole 
world, culminated in this deed of horror. And we 
cannot help feeling instinctively that, though we took 
no part in the awful tragedy, we ourselves, each one 
of us, had a share in the guilt. 

Well, then, it is because we all have such transcen- 
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2 FIRST WORD. 

dent interest in the events of this great day, that you 
are assembled here to meditate upon them. But bear 
this constantly in mind — ^the success or the non- 
success of the present service depends infinitely more 
on you than it does on me. It is a matter of indi- 
vidual effort for each single person in this church. 
If your feelings are excited, as well they may be, 
however imperfectly I may perform my part — for who 
can sit unmoved while Jesus preaches to him irom, 
the pulpit of the cross ? — if, I say, your feelings are 
excited, if your heart is touched, remember, that is 
very little, if it be not followed up by action. Feeling 
soon passes away, impressions soon fade. And there- 
fore I would lay the very greatest stress on those few 
minutes of silence that will follow each of my little 
addresses. "What I say to you wiU not be spoken in 
order to save you trouble; rather to give it you. 
Make those short intervals a time of earnest thought 
and heartfelt prayer. Some of you, I dare say, will 
not find it easy to express in words exactly what you 
want to pray. But remember you are in God's 
presence. Picture to yourselves your dear Lord 
crucified. Think that He suffered all this agony for 
you — for each one individually. And so, if you can- 
not put your thoughts in words, at least cultivate a 
prayerful frame of mind. Try and divest yourself as 
much as possible of time and place. Gome away 
from this town, from this church, from this age in 
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FIRST WORD. 3 

which we live, from all your various surroundings ; 
place yourself in thought upon Mount Calvary, upon 
the first Good Friday morning. Do your very utmost 
to picture to your mind the dread scene that there 
presents itself. And so, kneeling, crouching, prostrate 
beneath the uplifted cross, drink in the teaching of 
the Crucified. 

It will need an effort, a very great effort, on your 
part. But if you cannot make it, I would ask — ^Who 
can ? There are very few congregations whose time 
is so entirely at their own disposal ; very few that are 
BO well educated throughout ; very few where such a 
small number are incapacitated by age. 

In God's name, then, dear friends, I bid you brace 
yourselves up for this effort. Deny yourselves this 
once, if you have never done so before. Give up to 
prayer and meditation an amount of time which over 
and over again you have given to some pleasant 
pastime ; and let this Good Friday be an epoch in 
your lives. 

We go back to an hour a little earlier than that at 
which we are actually assembled. We speak inaccu- 
rately of the three hours after midday as being those 
of the Saviour's agony. It was, indeed, the time of 
His worst extremity. It was then the sun hid his 
face, as though ashamed to look on sufferings so 
terrible, on wickedness so awful. But St. Mark 
speaks as if Jesus had been crucified at a much 
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earlier hour — ^the third hour, he says, i.e. at nine 
o'clock. We may easily account for this. Time was 
not measured so accurately then as now. And even if 
it had been, when our feelings are excited to the very 
highest pitch, we take but little count of time. Besides 
which, one evangelist might have been thinking more 
of the time when the unjust sentence was passed ; the 
other, of that when it was actually carried oui But 
it is a matter of little moment to explain the apparent 
difference. Our whole attention should be concen- 
trated on the dire event itself. 

Well, then, at about this hour or a little earlier we 
take our stand on Calvary. Tradition loves to point 
out the very spot. But it really cannot be identified 
with any certainty. It is far better known to loving 
hearts than to busy intellects. We content ourselves, 
therefore, with imagining the place. We picture it a 
bare elevated spot, without the city wall, but at no 
great distance from it. Yes, without the wall; and 
so thither let us go from out the evil city of the 
world, away from its business and its pleasures, away 
from its passions and its conflicts, away from its 
frivolities and its strife of tongues, and there let us 
witness this stupendous drama. 

For this, though a little spot, now with difficulty 
recognized, is the greatest battle-field the world has 
ever known. For there, between the Incarnate Son 
of God and all the mighty powers of evil, is to be 
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disputed the dominion of mankind. Which will 
conquer ? Ah ! thank God, we know. 

And now, see the sad procession issuing &om the 
city gates. Jesus is too weak to bear the Gross Himself. 
Another has been compelled to carry it for Him. Ton 
know its form ? Tes ; for now the Cross is dear to 
every faithful heart in Christendom. But once it was 
the instrument of torture, the very name of which 
sent a thrill of horror through the breast. Men shud- 
dered as they spoke of it. But now its name is hal- 
lowed ; its form is held in honour. And art and fancy 
have combined to cast a mystic halo round it. And 
dainty ladies bear the jewelled symbol on their bosoms 
amidst scenes of splendour and in hours of revelry 
and mirth. Ah! woe for them, if they have not 
the Cross impressed upon their hearts ! Ah ! woe 
for us who reverence that sacred form, if it does not 
speak to us of a life " hid with Christ in God," of a 
body mortified, of passions overcome ! Dear friends, 
the Cross, we must remember,^is no mere fancy symbol, 
no mere pretty piece of decoration. It was once a 
dire reality. And it was made the instrument of our 
salvation. 

And see now, it has been borne to the fatal spot. 
No time is lost in carrying out the awful sentence. 
And while some are digging a hole in which to raise 
the fatal tree, others are preparing, with coarse and 
cruel hands, to strip their Victim. And look, there. 
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He stands — He TV horn angels worshipped, Who has 
gathered round Him myriads of devoted followers ; 
haggard, careworn, exhausted by a night of agony. 
His back bleeding from the scourging recently inflicted , 
His brow torn by the crown of thorns with which it is 
still encircled ; — He stands shivering in the keen breeze 
of morning, but scorched by the sun now approaching 
to its midday heat. All around Him stands the 
gaping crowd; as the psalmist said long before, 
" They stand staring and looking upon " Him. See, 
they are hardly kept back by the guard of Boman 
soldiers who have been told off to see the sentence 
executed. Look at the brutal faces gazing at that 
abject Figure. Look how they are gloating over the 
deed of horror. Whom do we see among them ? 
Most seem to come from the rabble of the citv, the 
lowest dregs of the population, who are always ready 
to look on when any brutal sight presents itself. And 
then (alas !) there are priests, with flrm-set lips and 
scowling eyes, who are trying to persuade themselves 
that this is nothing more than justice taking its 
course — for has He not broken the Law ? and has not 
the Law condemned Him ? — while in their heart of 
hearts they are rejoicing at the bloody vengeance that 
has overtaken the Enemy of their caste and their 
system and their school of thought. And here and 
there, peering through the crowd, do we not see some 
pale, horror-stricken face, half-fearful of being recog- 
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nized^ by his streaming eyes and sympathizing looksj 
as a follower of Jesus ? Ah ! it does one good to see 
those few kind faces amongst the many that are so 
utterly repulsive. But no amount of sympathy can 
save Him from the awful doom. He submits to it a 
willing Victim. 

And see, no time is lost. Bough soldiers seize that 
tender, bleeding Form. They stretch Him on the 
Gross, as it lies upon the ground. And while each 
limb is tightly grasped, another soldier takes a 
hammer, and with heavy blows drives a great nail 
right through the quivering flesh, till it is fast in the 
wood beneath. And so each hand, the instrument 
of good to countless multitudes, each foot, that has 
for ever consecrated the very soil on which it trod, 
is firmly nailed to the tree of shame. 

A moment more, and the Gross is reared on high 
and fixed firmly in the ground. And then, continuing 
their hateful task, the soldiers go and execute the 
same inhuman sentence on the two malefactors 
brought thither for that purpose, who in like manner 
are crucified, one on either side. Ah ! what agony 
shot through the sacred frame of Jesus as the Gross 
was lifted up! The main weight of the body is 
supported by a sort of prop projecting from the Gross 
itself. But each hand, each foot, is strained to the 
very utmost, with great yawning wounds, and the 
heart beats fast with pain the most excruciating, and 
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the blood trickles down a crimson stream, and the 
sweat starts forth from the brow. 

But is there no complaint ? no cry of agony ? Can 
mortal man endure tortnre so exquisite in absolute 
silence? No; not a word is uttered, while others 
would have screamed with pain. Not one reproach, 
not one lament is heard. But hark ! At last those 
sacred lips are seen to move. What is it that they 
say? '^ Father, forgive them; for they know not 
what ihey do,'* Oh, marvellous love, that could give 
vent to such an utterance ! Of the seven words upon 
the Gross, the first three were uttered for the good 
of others. And of these the very first was for His 
enemies. For them before all others was pleaded 
the merits of this mighty Sacrifice ! And how was 
it pleaded ? " Father ! " What more loving word, 
what more winning appellation, could be uttered by the 
tongue of man ! It seems to speak volumes. All the 
tenderness of natural affection, all the force of perfect 
sympathy, all the consideration that can be claimed 
by an absolutely perfect filial obedience, all the 
memories of past eternity, all the deep compassion 
that could be excited by His present abject state, 
seem to be summed up in that one word. 

" Forgive them ; for they know not what they do." 
How absolutely unselfish is this prayer ! Too often 
great trials, great disappointments, great pain, is 
apt to make men selfish. But here is One, even in 
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the moment of His direst agony, praying for His 
enemies ! 

And who are these, dear friends? Surely that 
prayer had the very widest appKcation. It was not 
uttered only for those hardened soldiers, the instru- 
ments of others much more guilty, who seem already 
almost to have forgotten the tortures of their Victim, 
as they sit beneath the cross, haggling over the parti- 
tion of His clothes. Nor was it only for those priests, 
the most guilty of all, who stand exulting at their 
deed of blood, the vengeance for their wounded pride, 
which in an evil hour they managed to extort by 
working on the fears of the weak Eoman governor. 
Nor was it only for poor deluded Pilate himself, with 
his coward heart and guilty conscience. It was for 
you, brethren, and me that prayer was uttered, 
** Father, forgive them ; for they know not what they 
do." If we know our evil deeds, we know not half 
their consequences. That unkind word, spoken long 
ago and now forgotten, how has it been passed from 
mouth to mouth, gathering rancour as it went, till at 
last it has been, though we little know it, the bane of 
another person's life ! That impure thought, how. has 
it poisoned the whole current of our being, or been 
the ruin of some comrade of our youth ! That piece 
of wilfulness in which we indulged against the advice 
of others, how has it led us into evil company or 
plunged us into evU habits from which now we try. 
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but try in vain, to escape! That wanton dallying 
with sin, when sin looked harmless and alluring, how, 
even if we ourselves escaped, has it set a bad example 
to another which has brought him into utter ruin ! 
Oh, we know not, we know not what we do ! Jesu, 
pray for us that loving prayer. Our waywardness, 
our Ipve of ease, our wilfulness, our love of pleasure, 
have brought us to the brink of ruin. Others, led by 
our example, are gazing down into the same abyss. 
We know not what we do. Plead for us again that 
prayer. Father, we also are Thy children. Accept 
this one excuse, " We know not." Forgive us for His 
sake who first made it, hanging on the Cross of shame ; 
and teach us also to forgive, even as we hope to be 
forgiven. 



THE SECOND WOBD. 

Some little time has passed since the first word was 
spoken hy the Crucified. Above His Head we now see 
the title, " Jesus of Nazareth the King of the Jews." 
At first, we fancy, as the Cross lay upon the ground, 
it had been but little noticed. Now every one can 
read it ; for it is high above the heads of the crowd ; 
and it is written in three languages, so that none can 
fail to understand. It is the grossest insult to the 
Jewish nation, and the priests are furious to see it. 
Pilate had not dared to acquit the Innocent. He had 
trembled at the name of Csesar, when it was used to 
terrify him. But he had mustered courage to exact a 
paltry piece of vengeance from the despicable nation 
that had threatened him with false accusation at 
the imperial court. And so he had this title written, 
a poor contemptuous vindication of his own injustice, 
but a bitter sarcasm on those who had forced him 
into it. 
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Some time, I say, has elapsed since the first word 
was uttered by Jesus. A little band of sympathizers 
are watohing at a distanoe. But all around the Gross 
there is a seething mass of heads; for the place is 
near the city, and many are passing to and fro. Ah ! 
listen to the cruel jests that are being made about that 
title. Listen to the gibes and mockery that are 
directed against that uncomplaining Sufferer. Listen 
to the insults and the taunts that are being passed 
from mouth to mouth. And it is not the low rabble 
only that indulge in this cruel sport, but venerable 
priests and rulers high in office find it not beneath 
their dignity to gloat over their evil deed and insult 
the Victim of their malice. "He saved others," they 
ca.ll out; ** Himself He cannot save. Let Christ the 
King of Israel descend now from the Cross, that we 
may see and believe." But no answer comes from 
those blanched and quivering lips. No heavenly 
portent intervenes to vindicate the Lanocent. And so 
the scene of cruelty goes on. No word of pity, no 
sympathizing whisper, no sigh of love is heard amidst 
the storm of ribaldry. 

Ah! how different, we think, how different from 
other death-beds is the death-bed of the Cross ! 
There all is done that love can prompt to alleviate the 
patient's suffering; here all that bitter hate can 
possibly suggest to aggravate His misery. 

For even the soldiers who were watching Him, and 
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who have just begun their midday meal, camioi help 
repeating the poor miserable jest, and offering in 
mockery their somr wine to quench His raging thirst. 
Ay, and worse still, the very thieves, the partners of 
His sufferings, who, one might have thought, at least 
could have spared their Fellow*Sufferer, they also 
'' cast the same in his teeth.'* 

So it was at first. But that silence is more 
eloquent than words. To bear torture so agonizing 
without a murmur or complaint implies something 
very extraordinary in the Sufferer. To have ribaldry 
and foul abuse and bitter sarcasm heaped upon Him 
with no single retort, no effort at recrimination, shows - 
a power of restraint that no merely human being 
could exercise. And who could know better than 
those thieves the hideous agony He is now enduring ? 
All this has its due effect on the mind of one of them. 
Mark well the expression of his face. He has ceased 
to rail upon his Fellow- Sufferer. And see now, as his 
Cross is turned a little towards the middle one, though 
writhing in his torture, what a strange inquiring look 
he turns upon Him. Their eyes have met. Ah ! 
that is the turning-point in that poor thief s mind. 
For some little time a conviction had been gradually 
stealing over him that this Fellow- Sufferer, so 
dignified, so strangely patient, was something far 
above himself. Might He not even be, in some very 
real sense, what Pilate had so mockingly inscribed — a 
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King ? At least He has a royal bearing. And now 
that look of Jesus ! Ah ! what pity, what unfathom- 
able love, is there ! How it seems to read the very 
secrets of his heart ! The conviction quickly grows 
into a certainty. Faith grows stronger, as he gazes 
on the marred and haggard countenance. Despite 
the marks of pain and sorrow, there is a true majesty 
in that face, and the crown of thorns that lacerates the 
bleeding brow assumes the aspect of a royal diadem. 
Yes ; he is sure, he has learnt the secret of this calm 
endurance. This is really One divine. Those miracles 
and mighty deeds of which he had heard were not 
mere fictions. For is not this before his eyes a 
greater miracle than all ? Beneath that look, so full 
of deepest meaning, all doubt soon vanishes. A divine 
faith springs up, responsive to the Saviour's loving 
gaze. And with faith comes hope — a hope opening 
out a prospect such as, I imagine, never burst before 
on dying eyes. And with hope enters also into his 
bosom charity. So all the three great Christian virtues 
shine forth freshly in the character of this dying man. 
Though they had not time to develop, no saint has 
ever shown them more conspicuously than this late- 
repenting sinner. 

The first on which he acts is charity. He is 
thoroughly convinced himself; but he would fain 
bring his fellow-culprit to a like sense of sin, and 
a like firm faith in the sinless King hanging on the 
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cross between ttem, as he now felt springing up 
within him. He rebukes him, thei'efore, for the cruel 
taunt, " If Thou be the Christ, save Thyself and us." 
How could he, now expiating a life of villainy by 
its just reward, dare thus to address One so guiltless, 
so patient, so majestic ? For this was no mere en- 
thusiast, no mere wonder-working sorcerer. There is 
a mystery about Him that he cannot fathom. Surely 
He is, what He ever claimed to be, the Son of God. 
Surely that title states no more than truth when it 
calls him King. '* Dost not thou fear God,** he says, 
" seeing thou art in the same condemnation ? And we 
indeed justly ; for we receive the due reward of our 
deeds : but this Man hath done nothing amiss." 

What more could be wanting to show perfect love, 
than thus, oven in his dying hour, to try to bring a 
comrade to confess his guilt and acknowledge Jesus 
as his King ? Oh, it is hard to speak the truth, when 
we see some loved companion going astray. It is 
harder still to venture to increase the dying agonies 
of one who we know is dying unrepentant. And 
bitter, oh, most bitter, must it be in our own dying 
hour to break up a friendship with the last faint hope 
of bringing one we love to acknowledge Jesus as his 
King. And yet he dared even to do this. Here, then, 
was charity most perfect. 

And what as to faith ? We have somewhat 
touched on that already. But could any be more 
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perfect? Here was He, who claimed to be a King, 
dying like a malefactor by his side. His life, to all 
appearance, was an utter failure. His enemies had 
wreaked their vengeance on Him to the utmost. 
Those supernatural powers which He had freely used 
to benefit so many now seemed to fail Him in His 
utmost need. What more could be wanting to quench 
the flame of a newly kindled faith ? But it still bums 
brightly, steadfast even to the last, through all the 
horrors of that dreadful scene, through all the 
maddening anguish he was suffering himself, through 
all the terrors of approaching death. 

Faith, then, is perfect ; charity has borne its fruit ; 
but what of hope ? That also is conspicuous : " Lord, 
remember me when Thou comest into Thy kingdom." 
Oh, blessed hope that has bidden him look beyond 
these thrilling agonies, this gathering gloom of dark- 
ness, this hellish tumult all around, to a land of peace 
and rest, where the King shall be seen in His beauty, 
and he, perhaps, may have some lowly place ! Hope 
that has cheered many a weary wanderer in the 
wilderness of this world, that has so often shed a 
gleam across some path that otherwise was dark and 
dreary ;— this also, the third great Christian virtue, 
came to brighten the last moments of the dying 
penitent. We talk sometimes of the life of a saint. 
But here surely were the virtues of a saint developed 
in a few short hours. 
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And let no one think that this was one who had 
lived a life of villainy meeting with a saint's reward. 
For if virtues were developed thus abundantly, so 
also was repentance shown most perfectly. Eegret 
for the past, confession of sin, restitution made 
at a moment when restitution seemed almost impos- 
sible — for what else could we call it, when he tried 
his very utmost to convert his fellow-criminal? — 
surely these were all the elements of a perfect act of 
penitence. 

And quickly from the lips of Jesus came the well- 
merited reward : " Verily I say unto thee, To-day 
shalt thou be with Me in paradise.'* Oh, blessed balm 
for the truly contrite heart ! There is no delay, no 
deferring of the hope. A few brief hours of suffering, 
a little further trial of his faith, as with glazing eye 
and body thrilled with keenest agony he sees his 
newly found Lord and King hanging by his side, a 
blanched and mangled corpse, and then — oh, joy 
unutterable ! — to be freed for ever from all pain and 
suffering, to be with Him, to know Him as He is ; 
how great, how glorious, how full of love ; to be in 
paradise, amongst the spirits of the blessed, and 
amidst all that mighty multitude, still, though one, 
poor, late-repenting sinner, to be " remembered " by 
their King ! What more could be desired ? 

The first " word " of Jesus on the Cross had been 
a prayer. It was uttered by Him as a Priest. It 

c 
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pleaded for His enemies; it pleaded for us. This 
second is a promise. It is uttered by the dying 
Saviour as a King. It gives confidence ; it gives hope 
to all who come to Him with truly contrite hearts. 
But mark this well : " Though it is certain that true 
repentance is never too late, it is as certain that late 
repentance is seldom true." 

And yet here was genuine repentance. And 
therefore quick, instant, is the pardon. No re- 
proaches for the past. Nothing harsh, nothing 
chilling. No hope deferred, no love rejected. " To- 
day . . . with Me . ... in paradise.'* 

Mark that last word, dear brethren, *' In paradise." 
He does not say, *'In heaven." That is to be the 
after-home of God's redeemed, where, *' clothed upon " 
with a body glorious and beautiful, they shall have 
the perfect consummation of their bliss. But still there 
is something definite in that one word. There is not 
the blank uncertainty expressed by the dying Emperor 
Hadrian, when he said, '' animula, vagula, blandula, 
heu I quo vadis ? " — " Ah ! little soul, fond but fitful, 
alas ! whither art thou going ? " But paradise, a 
second Eden, a place of beauty and of rest, watered 
by the river of God, a local habitation, where in full 
consciousness and full vigour the happy dead repose 
from all their earthly toils. And He is there, the 
Saviour who has loved us, who has blotted out our 
sins by the virtue of His Cross, who has known the 
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agony of death Himself, who is ready to receive us 
when we fall asleep in Him. 

Jesu, hear us in our last extremity ! Too late 
have we loved Thee. Too late have we known the 
greatness of onr sin.' Beceive us even now, in this 
the eleventh hour. Speak peace to our troubled 
souls. *' I am Thine, oh, save me ; ** and when the 
hour is come to die, " Lord, remember me." 



THE THIRD WORD. 

A SOMEWHAT longer interval has taken place since the 
last " word '* fell from the Saviour's dying lips. The 
two others, we imagine, were both uttered a little 
before midday. Of these the first, we have seen, was 
a prayer for His enemies. It was uttered when the 
first thrill of anguish ran through His sacred body, 
as they nailed Him to the Cross. The next, spoken 
when that calm endurance and that look of tender 
pity for a cruel world had worked their effect on the 
mind of one of the malefactors hanging by His side, 
was a word of comfort for a newly made friend. The 
third, which we now have to listen to, was addressed 
to a still nearer circle, so to say. It was to His kins- 
folk. Thus, though all three have reference to 
others, each has an individual, a special application. 

When, just now, the eye of the conscience-stricken 
thief had fallen on the face of Jesus ; when their eyes 
had met — the one with a look of love unutterable, the 
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other of a new-found hope — ^the light of day was still 
enough to show every feature of the ghastly scene. 
But now a great change has come over the whole face 
of nature. Clouds, which have long been gathering 
all around, have hidden completely, as with a thick 
pall, the midday sun. And with this change another, 
gradually but surely, has been coming over the spec- 
tators. The excitement has been rapidly diminishing. 
Not a few have slunk away as if conscience-stricken 
at the part they have been taking in this deed of 
horror. The priests, who a little while ago were at 
Calvary, exulting at their murderous revenge, have 
gone away into the city, some with firm-set teeth, 
defending to the last their evil deed, some — may we 
not hope it? — ^with hearts beginning to be touched 
with sorrow. And now they are busy with their 
preparations for the Paschal ceremonies, and the 
citizens in their private houses, and the vast crowd of 
strangers in their lodgings or their temporary camps, 
have most of them retired to get ready for the great 
solemnity. 

But what means this failure of the light of day? 
They pause in their employments. They gaze up 
into the sky. And lo ! a thick pall of darkness seems 
to overspread the whole expanse. Men wonder what 
it means. There is a sense of brooding horror of 
something more than usually awful being about to 
happen. All nature seems disturbed. The solid 
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earth beneath their feet is felt to tremble. And, 
seeing all these portents, there are not a few who, 
with guilty hearts that now reproach them for their 
guilt, scarce dare to look one another in the face, as 
they think of the deed of blood which they helped to 
work in those early morning hours. Yes; a horror 
of thick darkness overspreads the face of nature, for 
nature's God is dying ! Men grope their way about, 
or huddle together in knots, or sit down panic-stricken 
in their homes. And Calvary, which so lately re- 
sounded with the tramp of passers-by and with the 
ribaldry and cruel jests poured forth from a multitude 
of swaying heads, now begins to be deserted. Though 
the time has not been long, if counted by minutes, it 
has seemed long to all ; most of all to yon meek and 
patient Suflferer, the Centre of the awful- scene. Many 
have grown weary of the horrid sight and of their 
brutal sport. And now, besides a few loiterers, who 
seem as if they cannot satiate their thirst for blood, 
there are none left but the centurion with his guard 
of soldiers, set there to watch their Victim, and 
another little group, who step by step, as the crowd 
dispersed, have been drawing nearer to the Cross. 

Oh, 'tis piteous to behold their looks ! Fond 
sympathy and keenest grief contend within their 
bosoms. See, one of them in a paroxysm of sorrow 
has thrown herself beneath the Cross. She grasps 
it with her arms, the first to own that instrument 
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of torture as the symbol of a world's salyation. Bhe 
fain would bathe once more those feet with the tears 
that} warm and fast, are flowing from her streaming 
eyes, the feet now pierced, aye, pierced for her — for 
have not '^ her sins, which were many," added to the 
guilt of a fallen world which has culminated in this 
deed of wickedness? — she fain, I say, would bathe 
them with her tears ; but they are raised too high for 
her to reach them. This is the Magdalene, forgiven 
much, and therefore loving even to the last. 

Close by there stands the Virgin-Mother. She 
stands calm and self-possessed, though overwhelmed 
with bitterest grief. Her anguish is too great for 
tears ; her sjrmpathy too deep for words. The sword 
of keenest grief, of which thirty long years ago old 
Simeon had prophesied, has pierced through her 
mother's heart. Warnings had prepared her for this 
dread ordeal ; but now that it is come, it is almost 
more than she can bear. She neither swoons nor 
faints. Her feelings are too deep for that. Such is 
the extremity of her misery that, blanched and mute, 
she stands almost as one petrified. 

Another Mary, another faithful woman, stands by 
her side, and with true sisterly devotion is trying to 
support her. She is the wife of Clopas, a relative by 
blood or by affinity, and an ardent follower of Jesus. 
The fourth that makes up the little group is John, the 
beloved disciple, faithful at the trial before Gaiaphas ; 
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faithful now when sympathy, if ever, is so sorely 
needed ; faithful even to the end. Three women and 
one man. It is ever so. The feelings of women are 
more strong than those of men. But that is not all. 
In many of the great trials of life women are more 
truly brave than men. Men look at the consequences ; 
women do not. Men think, *' What will the world, 
what will my friends, what will my companions, say 
to this ? " Women go straight forward in the path of 
duty, regardless of what others think of them. And 
so in this great crisis of the world's redemption. In 
the moment of their Master's greatest danger, " all 
the disciples forsook Him, and fled." St. John only 
mustered up courage to stand by the Cross of Jesus. 
But with him were three women. It may be that 
some special blessing has been granted to the weaker 
sex, because, though it was through a woman that 
sin entered into the world, it was through a woman 
also that man's redemption was begun by the coming 
of an incarnate God. But be this as it may, women 
often are found faithful when men are wanting. 
And so it was in this, the crisis of a guilty world's 
redemption. 

But has the dying Saviour no word of love to speak 
to this little group whose bursting hearts are thus knit 
to Him by ties of fondest sympathy ? Oh yes. His 
fast-glazing eye does not fail to see through the 
darkness who they are. He is not unmindful of their 
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love. Twice He had spoken already. And now there 
comes another "word." It is the message of the 
Crucified' to men in the quiet and the secrecy of their 
home lives. With the death-sweat streaming from 
His brow, with anguish racking every limb, He gazes 
for the last time on the objects of His human love, 
and, looking towards His mother, He saith, " Woman, 
behold thy son I " and then, looking towards St. John, 
'* Behold thy mother ! " 

Mark those words well, dear friends, ye who are 
watching with me to catch up each word as it falls 
from the Saviour's quivering lips. The last word He 
had spoken was " Paradise." The next He utters is 
" Woman ! " It was in the first paradise that man, 
through Eve's transgression, fell. It is on Calvary that 
the woman's Seed has bruised the serpent's head. And 
now He does honour to womanhood in the person of 
His ever-blessed Mother. He addresses her not by 
that stiU more endearing title. He spares Himself 
and her that pang. The feelings both of Son and 
Mother are already tried enough. And besides, as 
others are still standing by, it would expose her to 
unnecessary danger of being insulted, if He had made 
it known that she was indeed His Mother. He says 
then simply, " Woman ! " It is an honourable title. 
Queens and princesses were so spoken to of old. 
And ever since Jesus deigned to be born of woman, it 
has a dignity peculiarly its own. And Christianity, 



^ THIRD WORD. 

thank God, has raised womanhood to its true position 
in the world. 

But what are the thoughts that just now intensify, 
if possible, the agony of Jesus ? Surely as He sees 
the Virgin-Mother standing in mute anguish. His 
thoughts have wandered off to the old home at 
Nazareth, the dear haunts of His spotless childhood. 
Long ago it has been broken up. The saintly Joseph 
has been some time dead. But the memories of happy 
days spent in converse with that holiest of mothers 
now crowd upon His mind. He remembers all her 
tender care, all her wondering solicitude. He recalls 
each trait of that gentle, thoughtful character. And 
then He thinks with sorrow of the many pangs she 
must have felt, as the purpose of His life developed, 
and how her days grew sadder and her home more 
lonely, as in the busy days of His ministry He '* went 
about His Father's business." 

But though much parted, He had never been un- 
mindful of her. He knew too well a mother's love. 
And now all the happy intercourse was over; the 
fond relationship was ended ; and He hangs before 
His Mother's eyes — those eyes that He fain would 
spare the painful sight — He hangs a mass of writhing 
agony. 

And we, dear friends, have we not also our memories 
that rise up through the mists of bygone years ? Pale 
faces rise before us, as we ponder on the past, unbidden. 
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Scenes, that take their colour from the part, good or 
evil, that we played in them, come up vividly before 
our vision. And we dare not chase the memories 
away. Ah ! well for us if our hearts do not reproach 
us with the past. Well for us if some face, once dear 
but now no more familiar in our daily life, does not 
rise up to remind us of some duty that we might have 
done, of some kindness that we might have shown, of 
some assistance that we might have given; — ^things 
that are now beyond our power, and only lend a 
bitterness to the memory of our past lives. Ah ! well 
for us if, while aiming at a high ideal, we have not 
failed to perform some plain and homely duty. And 
well for us also if, even now, we are not storing 
up for ourselves a fund of saddest memories by 
ignoring claims of kinship, claims of friendship, 
claims of chance acquaintanceship — relationships in 
which we fail to play the Christian's part. 

Here, then, is a lesson from the Gross. Does any 
mother think with sorrow of some dear one now gone 
far away, and a happy intercourse which can never 
be renewed ? Let her think of Jesus crucified. Does 
any son or daughter sometimes fret impatiently at 
the irksomeness of home duties? Then let him 
ponder on the thought of Jesus crucified. Do any 
sorrow over a home broken up and a circle never to 
be again assembled ? Again, let them gaze on Jesus 
crucified. Here is sympathy for all. Here is tender- 
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est love for all. Here is absolute forgiveness for the 
past. Here is gentlest guidance for the future. Jesus, 
even in His bitterest agony, was mindful to requite a 
mother's love, to provide her with a home, to spare 
her the last pang of witnessing His death-throes. 

One or two other thoughts, and then I have done. 
It is worth observing, even in this solemn time of 
saddest meditation, what a proof this third word 
of Jesus is that those who were commonly called His 
" brethren " were not really sons of the blessed Mary, 
ever Virgin, as some in these irreverent days have 
ventured to suppose. Think you for one moment 
that, if she had ever had such sons — and we know as 
a fact that those called the " brethren of our Lord" 
were still alive — He would not have committed to tlfieir 
care, to them her natural protectors, the Mother whom 
He loved so dearly ? No ; if other proof were wanting, 
this at least is absolutely conclusive on the subject. 
St. Joseph was dead. The "brethren " were not such 
near relations as that name implies to modem ears. 
The old home was broken up. It was, therefore, to 
one not a near kinsman that the dying Jesus commits 
that most precious charge, the protection of His 
widowed but still Virgin-Mother. 

Lastly, dear friends, just think how this word of 
Jesus sanctifies our earthly friendships. St. John was 
His dearest. His bosom friend. He had given up all to 
foUow Him — father, mother, occupation, home. And 
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did he not, indeed, receive an hundredful, now, even 
in this time ? — the knowledge of his Master's perfect 
confidence, the dearest pledge of his Master's love ? 
Yes, dear friends, friendship is a holy gift of God. 
Let us ever value it as among His greatest earthly 
blessings. But let each friendship be secured by this 
surest, truest, most abiding bond, that it be cemented 
by the common love of Jesus. 
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A LONG time has elapsed since the last utterance 
from the Cross, Wearily, wearily the slow hours 
have plodded on. But no relief has come to the 
agonies of that holy Sufferer. And all those agonies 
have been endured in perfect silence. my Saviour, 
what a lesson is this for us ! When we are suffering 
pain of body, how little effort we make even to bear it 
uncomplainingly ! How we like to make ourselves 
petty heroes by parading every little ache, as though 
no one else had ever suffered the like ! And yet Thou 
dost bear excruciating torture, not only without 
murmuring or cry of pain, but without one word. 
What a rebuke to all those fretful complaints that 
we are apt to make under every little pain or 
sorrow ! Yes, dear Lord, Thy silence is, if possible, 
more telling even than words. Thou speakest not. 
And all around are hushed in mute astonishment. 
The centurion and his guard seem riveted to the 
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spot. They look on in terror at the awful scene. This 
is no ordinary man who can endure the pains of 
crucifixion without a cry, without one word of re- 
proach. And why this hideous darkness, shutting 
out the light of day ? For still it prevails, and none 
dare move from their places, so convinced is every 
one that it has a close connection with this deed of 
wickedness that has taken place. 

But what does it mean to us, dear friends ? Why, 
this, if nothing else — that Jesus is the Light of this 
world. He and He alone is *'the Light that lighteth 
every man that cometh into the world." And so, just 
as a bright star, one that every one could see por- 
tended something extraordinary, heralded His birth 
in Bethlehem, a symbol of the Light that then entered 
into the world ; so, on the other hand, now that the 
incarnate God is dying, the whole earth is shrouded 
in a veil of darkness, typifying most plainly the dark- 
ness that prevails where the heart of man is not 
illuminated by the glorious gospel light. 

Yes ; the darkness still prevails. The three bodies, 
almost motionless — for, though life is not extinct, their 
exhaustion is so great that they have hardly power to 
writhe — the three bodies gleam out weird and ghastly 
in the gloom. But rarely any footfall breaks the silence ; 
for long ago the Virgin-Mother, broken-hearted, has 
been led away by St. John, her newly found son, who 
was only too ready to perform this act of kindness at 
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the suggestion of his dying Master. He has led her 
to his home, there for the remainder of her widowed 
life to be the support and the comfort and the con- 
fidant of her who, above all others, was "highly 
favoured," " blessed among women." And yet it is 
this evangelist who records less than any of the four 
about the Virgin-Mother of our Lord. What a lesson 
to us in these days of prying curiosity, when the 
effort is made to display to the public gaze the most 
hallowed secrets of a home on which interest in any 
way is centred! How the inner life of many a 
retiring person is ruthlessly laid bare, as if he had 
no right to prize his privacy ! But this is only in 
passing. 

There is silence round the Cross. It seems almost 
more terrible than the tumult and the insults of the 
surging crowd. Not a sound is heard, but drop, drop, 
drop, as that blood falls down upon the earth, the 
ransom of a guilty world. "0 Jesu, Thou didst 
shed that blood for us ! Cleanse us sinners in that 
crimson tide. May those bitter pains avail for our 
salvation. Unite us to Thyself by love, by sacraments, 
by faith. And plead for us the merits of Thy perfect 
sacrifice." 

But what means this long, long silence ? Has it 
had no part in winning our salvation ? Oh yes — 

" AU three hours His silence cried 
For mercy on the souls of men." 



FOURTH WORD. 33 

He has not been idle all that time. And the powers 
of darkness, they have not been idle also. Think you 
for one moment that the tempter has relaxed his efforts 
while the Lord of glory has been hanging in the 
darkness all these hours upon the tree of shame? 
Has he not, as once before in the wilderness, again and 
again whispered in His ear that doubt, ''If Thou he 
the Son of God *' ? It is a doubt that he knows only 
too well to suggest in another form to God's servants 
when they are tried. And now, if ever, is his oppor- 
tunity. The incarnate Son in utter destitution, in 
the extremity of keenest torture, is in the agonies of 
death. "If Thou he the Son of God," why suffer all 
this needless agony? Why not, by some grand 
display of superhuman power, assert Thy claims to 
Deity ? Surely Thou wilt win the adoration of a world 
far more effectively by this than by any amount of 
patient suffering. It is grand displays that captivate 
the imagination of mankind, not private heroism 
known to but a few. And then think what it would be 
to be released from this torture and this shame ! So, 
I doubt not, Satan whispered in the ear of Jesus 
during those liours of agony endured in silence. And 
so he whispers often in our ears : " Thou the child of 
God! Thou the object of His love! When thou 
sufferest aU these trials, when thy body is so often 
racked with pain, when thou meetest with so little 
encouragement, but rather art thwarted and opposed 
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and ridiculed in attempting to obey Him ! Much 
better take things easily, enjoy yourself whilst you 
can, and, if need be, sober down hereafter. If God 
really loves you. He will take care you are not 
lost at last. It is mere timidity to think you will be." 
Ah ! so the tempter often whispers in our ear. But 
we must make no parley with him. He must be 
resisted as he was by Jesus in those hours of silence 
on the Gross. The foul suggestion must be thrust 
aside. Better, far better is it to suffer patiently in 
accordance with our heavenly Father's will, than to 
be relieved for a brief time from pain of body. 

But the end is fast approaching, the victory is 
nearly won. And hark! from out the gloom there 
comes a loud and bitter cry, " My God, my God, why 
hast Thou forsaken me ? - * The cry is loud, for, though 
the end is very near and His strength is almost gone, 
He would testify to all that death is voluntary. 
"Therefore doth My Father love Me, because I lay 
down My life, that I might take it again. No man 
taketh it from Me, but I lay it down of Myself" (St. 
John X. 17). So had He spoken when the end was not 
yet imminent. And in accordance with this purpose, 
the purpose of His life, now that death was drawing 
near, and that the most awful of all deaths, contrary 
to the wont of those who are in their last extremity. 
He breaks the silence with a loud and agonizing cry. 

The three previous " words " have had reference 
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only to others, so absolute was the unselfishness of 
the perfect SuflFerer. The first was a prayer for His 
enemies. The second was a promise to one who, from 
being an enemy, had become a friend. The third was 
to His nearest and dearest. Now at length, after all 
this interval. His words have reference to Himself. 
But what reference ? Is it to complain ? Oh no. Is 
it to express the sense of the injustice He is suffering ? 
Not even that. Is it to call others to compassionate 
His sorrows ? No ; for there might be selfishness in 
that. It is to express His loneliness. His God-for- 
sakenness, His dereliction! Strange, unfathomable 
mystery ! Of all these sayings from the Cross this is 
surely by far the most perplexing. It is the voice of 
God, the voice of the Divine Son. Is it possible that 
the hypostatic union, the link that connects the God- 
head with the Manhood, is in any way broken ? No ; 
not for an instant let us harbour such a supposition. 
Jesus is for ever God ; and since the Incarnation, God 
has become for ever Man. How is this, then ? How 
can He who is the "Brightness of the Father's glory 
and the express Image of His person " — how can He 
be forsaken by God ? Ah ! so we think in our human 
ignorance. But dear Lord Jesus, though the union 
of Thy twofold Nature, Perfect God and Perfect Man, 
was never for an instant broken, we forget that in the 
vastness of Thy love Thou dost will that Thy perfect 
Manhood should suffer all that frail humanity can 
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ever suffer. And greatest, bitterest of those sufferings 
are the sense of loneliness and the dread of death. 
Pain of body is most grievous. This Thou hast experi- 
enced to the very utmost that the human frame can 
possibly endure. But worse even than this is loneli- 
ness and the dread of death. This is why there comes 
that loud and bitter cry, so loud that all may hear. 
Thy sympathy with us is perfect ; and Thou wiliest we 
should know that sympathy. Thou art dying — dying 
alone. Thy trust is still unwavering. It is still, 
" My God, my God," that Thou criest. But Thou art 
man, and the dread of death is fallen upon Thee, 
and the sense of a whole world's sin is pressing down 
Thy sinless soul. In very deed Thou art bearing our 
griefs and carrying our sorrows. The Lord has laid 
on Thee the iniquity of us all. And now, in this 
moment of exhaustion, when the evil one imagines he 
has almost won his triumph, and the darkness and 
the silence and the thrilling pain are weighing Thee 
down, the consciousness of Thy Father's providential 
care for Thee for a moment seems to be clouded over. 
This overwhelming sense of sin, this thrilling agony 
that is racking every limb, this agonizing thirst, this 
desertion by Thy loved ones, this hideous injustice, — can 
it be love, a Father's love, that has permitted it? The 
very thought, suggested by the evil one, is instantly 
rejected by Thy spotless soul. But it is one thut 
comes not unseldom to Thy servants, and most of all 
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when lying in their mortal agony. And Thou, 
perfect Man, wouldst know what it is to be tempted 
by it ; aye, and more than this, love unutterable, 
Thou wouldst have us hnxm that Thou hast under- 
gone this trial of Thy faith. 

Yes, Thou art suffering the very pains of hell. For 
what is hell but separation from God ? — ^to know that 
we are banished for ever from the realms of goodness ; 
that the beatific vision is for us a thing impossible ? 
And yet this, even this, Thou art willing to endure 
for me ! The first murderer could say, *' My punish- 
ment is greater than I can bear. . . . From Thy 
face shall I be hid.'* But what was this to Thy sense 
of desolation ? For, lonely Jesus, Thou speakest 
this as a man. Thy sympathy is perfect. Thy 
creatures, too, are lonely ; and Thou wouldst comfort 
them in their sorrow. 

There are some who are far away from home 
and are living amongst strangers. Here, then, 
is a word ior them; for Thou hast felt forsaken. 
There are some who have neither friend nor relative 
to whom they can unbosom themselves and tell the 
little frets and worries of their daily life. Here is 
sympathy for these ; for Thou, One with God Himself, 
hast felt separated, forsaken, lonely. There are some 
who with strength of will and energy of purpose long 
for fellowship with others, while they think themselves 
neglected, and pine away their lives in some distant 
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country home where God has cast their lot. Sorely 
this utterance of the God- Man will find an echo in 
their hearts. And then there are others still more 
solitary — men nurtured in the lap of luxury, or, if not 
that, at least accustomed to the busy haunts of men^ 
who now are struggling manfully, but all alone, or 
with no kindred spirit near them, to gain a living 
in some far-off colony. To them also in the dull, 
monotonous routine of their uneventful lives, there 
comes this voice of fondest sympathy from the Cross 
of Jesus. And then, worst of all, there are those 
who in the midst of crowds, surrounded with acquain- 
tances, moving perhaps in what is called the best 
society, and caught up in the giddy whirl of pleasure, 
have not one kindred sOul to whom they can make 
known their inmost thoughts, can tell some secret 
grief or ask to share some noble impulse. For these, 
too, tender Jesus, Thou hast sympathy ; for Thou in 
Thine utter destitution hast also felt the like. Yes ; 
and dear souls, ye who have been watching with me 
during these hours of our Master's bitterest agony, 
there is sympathy in this word especially for us. 
You have found it hard at times to realize thid 
awful scene that we have made the subject of our 
meditation. Our minds will wander, our thoughts 
will go off to other subjects, when we fain would think 
of nothing but the. Crucified. Listen to Him as He 
speaks to us from His Cross. He felt forsaken, God* 
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forsaken. And shall we murmur if at times, aye, 
even in our most solemn hours, when we are trying 
to give ourselves up most entirely to His guidance, 
God seems to withdraw His face from us, and our 
feelings are unmoved ? We may still trust in Him* 
We may still address Him, " My God, my God." He 
has not forgotten us. This is but a temporary trial 
of our faith. Soon once more will He fill our hearts 
with joy and gladness. 

And is there not also here a word to the despon- 
dent ? Many of us have great need to keep guard 
against desponding thoughts. We place no restraint 
on our imagination. And when things seem contrary, 
and the world appears to go against us, at once we 
give way to despair. Little difficulties, little obstacles, 
little disappointments, little trials to our patience, are 
allowed to take such hold upon us and are so unduly 
magnified, that we lose all heart, and the wheels of 
life run anything but smoothly. Well, if this be our 
natural ^disposition or the habit of mind into which 
we have allowed ourselves to fall, surely there is com- 
fort in this fourth word of Jesus from the Cross, when 
we think of Him, the Pattern of obedience, feeling 
lonely and desolate in this His agony. 

Thus, then, there is sympathy for many a sorrow- 
ing heart to be„ traced in this loud and bitter cry. 
But, dear Lord, there is more than sympathy. Thou 
wouldst teach us also what it is to suffer chastise- 
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ment, wh&t it is to bow before the will of God. Thoa 
art abBolotely guiltless. Yet all thy bones are out of 
joint. Thy heart within Thee is like melting wax. 
Thy life-blood trickles on the ground. Thy whole 
body is a mass of agony. Thou art passing throngh 
the shadow of death. Soul and body will soon part 
asunder. And who that is woman-bom does not 
dread that final separation ? All this Thou feelest ; 
aye, feelest for me. All this thou fearest ; aye^ fearest 
for me. And yet Thy cry is still, "Jfy God, my 
God ! *' Thou knowest that His love will not forsake 
Thee. Thou sufferest ; but it is His will. 

Lord Jesus, at that last dread moment, when (if so 
it be) our limbs are racked with pain, and hovering 
between life and death, we fear to die alone, speak 
comfort to our souls. Turn our thoughts to Thee 
upon Thy cross. May we never for one instant doubt 
our Father's love, and " God most mighty, holy 
and merciful Saviour, Thou most worthy Judge 
eternal, suffer us not, at our last hour, for any pains 
of death, to fall from Thee." 
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When we listened to that loud and agonizing cry, 
'' Eli, Eli, lama sabachthani ? *' the darkness was still 
brooding thickly over hill and vale. Now at length it 
seems to be somewhat breaking. 

Was it in derision that some had ventured to per- 
vert those words which, at the moment of His greatest 
desolation, Jesus had poured forth to the God whom 
still He trusted, but who seemed for a time to have 
hidden from Him the light of His countenance ? Or 
were they Boman soldiers or others who really did 
not xmderstand the debased Hebrew dialect in which 
those words were uttered ? We could wish it were so. 
And yet men who did not understand the Hebrew 
would hardly have known anything about Elias, and 
so have made a cruel joke about his name. 

Be this as it may, if we read the accounts given by 
the several Evangelists, it is quite evident that the 



42 FIFTH WORD. 

next utterance of Jesus — ^that which we now have to 
consider — ^followed very closely on the last. 

And there is this remarkable fact connected with 
these two '' words " — ^that both of them, as well as the 
last uttered from the Cross, and possibly the sixth 
also, all are taken from the Book of Psalms. Saints 
of every age have ever foxmd in the Psalms the richest 
storehouse of devotion. Written originally by in- 
spired men, either as the expression of their own 
inmost feelings or as public forms of worship for use 
in the temple services, they have been appropriated 
by the Christian Church, and have become an integral 
portion of her spiritual life. In so adapting them, she 
has followed the example of her Divine Founder. It 
is evident, from the use He made of them in this the 
last extremity of His Passion, that they were the 
words that best expressed His deepest and most sacred 
feelings, Surely, dear friends, this should make us 
think much more highly than is usually the case in 
these days of hurry and excitement, of the habit of 
committing portions of the Bible to memory. It is 
one of the greatest value. Not only is it useful in 
argument and controversy ; but in time of temptation 
and in the moment of danger, in the weary hours of 
sickness and when death stares us in the face, it is of 
the greatest use, the greatest comfort, the greatest 
joy, if the words of Holy Scripture come readily 
to our lips. In them Jesus breathed His latest 
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thoughts. In them He expressed the utter desolation 
of divine despair. In them He made known, in one 
only word, the agony of pain He suffered for our sake. 
In them He yielded up His gentle Spirit into His 
Father's hands. What more could He do to commend 
those sacred writings to our use ? 

But I have somewhat anticipated. The loud cry 
of deep despair has just been uttered. The sense of 
loneliness and dereliction which those words ex- 
pressed have filled our hearts with dire dismay. We 
seem to have been admitted to the inmost secrets 
of the Saviour's woes. God, yet God-forsaken ! . Oh, 
it is more than we can dare to penetrate. '^ After 
this," St. John tells us, '^ Jesus knowing that all 
things were now accomplished, that the Scripture might 
be fulfilled, saith, I thirst.'* It is one word only, but 
the swollen tongue and parched Hps almost refuse 
to utter it. And we think of the psalmist's words (Ps. 
xxii* 15), "My strength is dried up hke a potsherd, 
and my tongue cleaveth to my gums ; " and again 
how he says (Ps. Ixix. 8), "I am weary of crying ; my 
throat is dry;"— so exactly have the Saviour's 
sufferings been foreshadowed in the writings of 
prophecy. 

And of what does this one word tell us ? Surely 
of an intensity of suffering which probably no one 
other word could express. It is universally agreed 
that no pain equals the agony of thirst when felt 
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in all its intensity. Others may terrify us more 
in anticipation; bat none is really so intolerable 
when actually experienced. Who has not heard, 
if it has not fallen xmder his own personal observa- 
tion, of the cry of "Water ! " on the battle-field ? Who 
knows not of the gratitude with which the wounded 
soldier, who has long been lying bleeding and neg- 
lected, amidst all the fierce excitement of the conflict, 
accepts the proffered cup which some kindly soul has 
brought him in his direst need ? Who has not heard 
of the bitter disappointment that awaits the wayworn 
desert traveller who, with his last long-cherished 
drop of water quite exhausted, fancies that the lake 
spread out before him at no great distance will soon 
supply all his need, and then the lake proves to be 
a mirage, fading from his view ? Have you ever seen 
that wonderful phenomenon of nature ? I once have 
been so fortunate. The delusion is most perfect. 
Pools and trees and jutting promontories all seem so 
real, that with difficulty you can persuade yourself 
they are a mere airy phantom and have no actual 
existence. And how intense must be the agony of 
disappointment to the parched traveller who sees all 
this, when lo ! the vision fades away, and the racking 
pangs of thirst return upon him with redoubled force ! 
Well, the Saviour felt all this, and worse than this, 
I ween ; for IL\a thirst was the result of torture long 
endured and thrilling through every nerve of His 
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exquisitely tender frame with an intensity that none 
of us can know. Nothing had passed His lips for 
perhaps twenty hours — ^nothing since He ate that last 
sad supper with His chosen twelve. This alone 
would have been enough to have caused an exhaustion 
almost intolerable. Bat torture bodily and mental 
was added to exhaustion. Think, then, of all that was 
summed up in that one short word, " I thirst ! " 

The last saying was the first in which Jesus in any 
way alluded to Himself. It spoke to us of mental 
suffering. This speaks of what His sacred body is 
enduring. And, my Saviour, I thank Thee for this 
one short word. I thank Thee that Thou hast willed 
it to be recorded for our comfort. Age after age has 
cherished it with loving gratitude. For though all 
Thy life on earth was one long display of sympathy 
with suffering, yet this one word assures us more 
than anything that Thou, though very God, art also 
very man, and feelest with us in our bodily woes. Yes, 
and how much, alas ! our minds are filled with the 
thought of bodily woes ! In vain a spurious philo- 
sophy has tried to persuade us that these pains have 
no real existence, that our bodies are mere accidents 
of our being, and that feelings in fact are fancies. 
Our senses tell a very different tale. Bevelation hints 
at no such fanciful delusion. And Thou, Jesus, art 
the " Saviour of the body." And, therefore, we thank 
Thee with unbounded gratitude for this one word of 
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Thine npon the cross, which tells ns that Thou also 
feelest for ns in our hours of pain and weariness. Oh, 
the suffering multitudes which that hrief word has 
comforted ! How the fever patient, tossing on his 
pillow, while the long night hours dragged their weary 
length, bringing no relief to the worn-out frame, has 
thought of that loving word, when no moisture seemed 
to slake his thirst, no treatment to remove the burn- 
ing fire within ! How the captive lingering in his cell 
and longing for some cool refreshing rill to wet his 
lips or to plunge into the lake whose waters lap his 
prison walls, has bethought him of that word, " I 
thirst *• ! Aye, and multitudes of others, who in 
different ways have suffered pain and weariness, have 
recalled that word of Jesus, and have felt relief to 
think that He, too, very God though He be, has 
known what it is to suffer in the flesh. 

Yes ; this word assures us that, though contrary to 
nature the last cry that He uttered was a loud one, 
yet in accordance with nature these sufferings we are 
witnessing are real. It is no mere phantom body we 
see hanging on the Cross. It is Jesus, Son of Mary ; 
and as Man He feels for us in all om' pain. He who 
had pointed out the well of water for Hagar in the 
wilderness ; He who had twice supplied His people, 
wandering in the desert, with water gushing from the 
rock ; He who had revived the spirit of Samson when 
athirst at Lehi, with water from the hollow cleft ; He 
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who, later on, had given wine abundantly for the 
marriage feast at Cana ; — even He it is who says, who 
Bays /or w«, " I thirst ! " 

And one there was who pitied Him. The accounts 
of the Evangelists are not quite clear. But oh, for 
the sake of poor humanity, let us cling to the belief 
that this was done through tenderness. It was but 
vinegar, 'tis true, the poor, sour wine that the common 
people drank. But even this was something. It was 
an opportunity given to an enemy of doing a kindness 
to his unknown Saviour. And he did not let it pass. 
Oh, may we not hope that to him was given to drink 
of the water of everlasting life, and that he hereafter 
shall be among those blessed ones to whom it shall 
be said, " I was thirsty, and ye gave Me drink ** (St. 
Matt. XXV. 85). 

But, most precious as it is, even from that point 
of view, there was more in that little word than a 
mere expression of bodily pain. "We have seen how, 
even if so regarded, it is a never-failing source of 
comfort to sufferers in every age. But it bears a 
wider application. He who in His direst agony had 
prayed even for His murderers ; He who had held out 
hopes of pardon to the late-repentant thief; He who 
with tender forethought had provided for the wants 
of one most dear to Him ; and then, in the moment of 
His utter destitution, had given a word of consolation 
for the lonely and the desolate, — now gives His thoughts 
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a Btill wider range. It is not only bodily, it is 
spiritual thirst that He feels. He thinks of all the 
multitudes, bom and unborn, who know Him not or 
love Him not. He longs to fold them in His loving 
arms. He thirsts for them and their salvation. Yes, 
dear brother, dear sister, He thirsts for thee, till thou 
return Him love for love. He sees in thee greater 
possibilities. He knows that thou art capable of 
greater things — greater self-denial, greater efforts 
against sin, greater works of love performed for His 
dear sake. He knows that thy life might be one of 
deep devotion, of unwearying activity, of earnest 
perseverance — ^a life which will prove no delusion, no 
fantastic mirage, vanishing when He hoped to slake 
his heart's thirst with a copious draught — not a life 
without love, without purpose, without meaning. He 
knows that there are longings, undefined, perhaps, 
and rarely felt, but still longings, after something 
higher, something better than the life thou now 
leadest. His yearning is to see those longings 
satisfied. Oh, wilt thou not strive to gratify His 
strong desire ? He gives to thee to drink of the water 
of life freely; and yet, dying on the cross for thee, 
He says, "I thirst.*' He yearns for thee. He longs 
to make thee His entirely. Thou art not so as yet. 
This is why He thirsts for thee. There is something 
wanting — some plain, some obvious duty. Give Him 
that, at least. Gratify His soul's desire, if only in that 
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one respect. Benonnce that evil habit, sabdne 
that OYer-maBtering passion; forsake that pleasure 
that allures thee into sin. And so gratify the thirst 
of Jesus for. thy soul. 

But this thirst of our dear Lord communicates 
itself to others. They also feel the earnest longing 
for the salvation of the souls of others. I would ask 
you then, dear friends, ye who have been watching 
with me by the Cross of Jesus, are you trying in any 
real and earnest way to make Him better known and 
better loved by others ? Are you trying all you can 
to bring those nearest to you, to bring your fellow- 
countrymen, to bring the heathen, to the true faith 
of Christ and the practice of that faith ? This is the 
thirst you all, as Christians, ought to feel. Without 
it you can never satisfy your Saviour's longings for 
your own salvation. Resolve, then, this Good Friday, 
for the future to take some more real interest in 
mission work. That will be something gained by our 
three hours' meditations. Resolve to make yourself 
better acquainted with the great work going on all 
around us. Resolve to help it systematically with 
your alms or (better still) with your personal efforts. 
Resolve at least to pray for those who, in our own or 
in foreign lands, are working in the mission field. 

For oh, it was no passing wish that we hear 
expressed in that word of Jesus from the Gross. It 
comes to us in all the turmoil of our modern life 
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across the interval of many ages, across many inter- 
vening lands, across changes of thought and manners ; 
and it seems to say to us, '' My child, I am waiting 
for thee, waiting for thy love. For thee I under- 
went this bitter Gross and Passion ; for thee I suffered 
all this obloquy. I cannot do without thee. Wilt 
thou not come to Me ? Wilt thou not give Me love 
for love? You go and slake your thirst, only to 
make it still more raging by-and-by, with pleasure 
or with riches, with power or with fame. I alone can 
give thee satisfaction. 'Greater love hath no man 
than this, that a mciii lay down his life for his 
friends.' '* 
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THE SIXTH WORD. 

** It 18 finished! " Oh, blessed relief, as we hear this 
word of the Lord Jesus, uttered not long after the 
last. For there are many of you, I know, who by 
earnest meditation have entered so fully into this 
scene of horror, which the Church keeps in memory 
to-day, that you feel in some degree as if you had 
actually been witnessing the Crucifixion of our dear 
Lord. And so, not unnaturally, there is a sense of 
something very like thankfulness when we hear this 
sixth word from the Cross ; for we know the end is 
very near. It is not merely the exhaustion which 
some of us experience through having watched so 
long, that makes us have this feeling. Oh no; for 
I think the usual sensation of those who rightly use 
this three hours' service is that they dread, as it 
were, to go back again to the world, with its work-a- 
day thoughts and its manifold temptations. They 
wish, if it were possible, that they could continue 
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eren longer prostrate at the Gross of Jesus. So it is 
not mere weariness, I think, that prompts the feeling. 
Bat haying tried their very ntmost to nnderstand the 
sorrows of our suffering Redeemer, they feel glad that 
those sufferings, re-enacted in imagination, are fast 
drawing to a close. 

The westering sun, no longer veiled from sight, is 
now pouring forth a flood of light on Calvary. And 
as we gaze once more upon that blood-stained, 
haggard face, on which we see the death-sweat 
standing out in glistening beads, and the pallor of 
approaching dissolution overspreading every feature, 
we seem to see a gleam of joy and satisfaction pass 
over it, as that solemn word is uttered ; for Jesus, we 
know, is very Man. And it would detract, not only 
from the truth of His Humanity, but even from the 
virtue of His perfect Sacrifice, if we thought that His 
poor, frail, human nature did not feel the same thrill 
of joy that any other bom of woman would feel at the 
thought of sufferings so hideous being almost ended. 
A few more throbbing pulses, a few more qualms of 
faintness, a few more minutes, or perhaps only 
seconds, of this agony, and all will be over. 

And more than this. The Cross was the climax of 
a life of suffering. For three and thirty years, in 
submission to His Father's Will, has He borne our 
griefs and carried our sorrows. That life of deepest 
humiliation now is ended. All had been submitted 
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to in love ; but it was not the less irksome, the less 
painfal. And now all is over. The unknown but 
very real trials of infancy; the frequent crossing of 
the natural human inclinations during the years of 
childhood in the cottage home at Nazareth ; the sense 
of growing responsibility as youth advanced, and that 
a youth from which all buoyancy of spirits must, we 
think, have been lacking, through the brooding sense 
of all that was to come ; and then the three years' 
Ministry, with its many disappointments and its few 
bright days, the love rejected, the warnings despised, 
the faithlessness of friends, the spitefulness of enemies ; 
— all are now over, all are summed up in one short 
saying, " It is finished." 

But what is finished ? More, infinitely more than a 
life of sorrow, suffering, and disappointment, however 
grand that life may have been. For now is being 
brought to a close the first act in the great drama of 
the world's history. All that history is divided into 
two acts. The first ends here, with the death of Christ 
on Calvary. The second shall be ended when He 
comes again to judgment. Around the Cross of Jesus 
all history seems to centre. The ages of the past led 
up to it. From it all after ages seem to branch forth. 
It is the key to all enigmas. It explains all. It un- 
ravels all the tangled thread of thought. 

For this mighty act a whole world, consciously or 
unconsciously, had been waiting. It was to this that 



54 SIXTH WORD. 

for ages past types and shadows and prophecies had 
pointed. Here is the solution of all those strange 
forebodings felt by holy men of old. Here is the 
P'eat truth that they were feeling after, of which the 
Holy Spirit that moved them gave only faint and 
shadowy conceptions. Messiah, great, powerful, tri- 
umphant, htit hated of mankind, and suffering. The 
two conceptions seemed incompatible. Yet here they 
are combined. And so Scripture is fulfilled to the 
very letter by the Death of Jesus; the strange 
language of the Psalms, the minute descriptions of 
Isaiah, and all the scattered notices of other prophets, 
now have their fuU accomplishment. This would 
almost seem to have been the idea that was upper- 
most in the mind of Jesus — ^the fulfilment of pro- 
phecy, so great was His reverence for Scripture. 
We judge this from the context in St. John, who alone 
records this saying. But, as I have already hinted, 
it was far more than the letter of Scripture that He 
was anxious to comply with. 

It was this great act of sacrifice now finished that 
gave meaning, that gave virtue, to all the sacrificial 
system of the Law of Moses, aye, that gives meaning 
and virtue to every Eucharistic offering now. As we 
gaze upon the Cross, we repeat the words of St. John 
the Baptist, "Behold the Lamb of God, which taketh 
away the sin of the world." From this all other 
sacrifices derived their force. Of this the Eucharistic 
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offering renews the memorial before God the Father, 
and conveys to ns the atoning power. Without this 
all were worthless. " The blood of bulls and of goats 
oan never take away sin." This alone is the one 
" full, perfect, and sufficient sacrifice, oblation, and 
satisfaction, for the sins of the whole world." This, 
the means of reconciling a guilty world to God. Saints 
and patriarchs and prophets were yearning for this 
mighty offering. All that they could give they felt 
was valueless, or only so far worth as it helped to 
typify some better offering yet to come. 

And now the offering is made, and He who is both 
Priest and Victim, knowing all its worth, cries, " It is 
finished ! " Yes ; the Atonement now is made, the debt 
is paid, the cm'se removed, the one perfect life has 
been lived, the one meritorious death endured, and 
fallen man is reconciled to God. Henceforth sin- 
laden, weary souls may come and lay their burthen at 
the foot of the Gross of Jesus, and feel sure that it will 
never again be laid upon them. Henceforth every 
true penitent may plead that Sacrifice, and feel sure 
that it will avail for him ; for in it he himself has part. 
He is made one with Christ in Holy Baptism, and he 
pleads the merits of that death each time that, in a 
mystery, he joins in offering it to God in the Sacra^ 
ment of the Eucharist. And so, as it seems to me, 
there is unspeakable comfort in this word of Jesus 
from the Gross; for, perhaps more than any other, 
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it assures as that our redemption is proonred, our 
salvation purchased. Henceforth there is no more 
** fearful looking for of judgment/' and the gates of 
heaven are opened for all. 

But when we say this do we mean that because all 
this has been done for us, we have therefore nothing 
to do ourselves ? Oh no ; we are part of the Body of 
Christ, and as He suffered once for us, so have we to 
suffer with Him. It is the yearning wish of all who 
love Him that they *^ may know Him, and the power 
of His resurrection, and the fellowship of His suffer- 
ings " (Phil. iii. 10). It is for us to " fiU up that 
which is behind of the afflictions of Christ " (Col. i. 24). 

When people talk of the '^ finished work of Christ,*' 
there is much fear that many think, '^ Christ has done 
all ; therefore I need do nothing." Dear friends, this 
is a very deadly error, which the devil palms off upon 
us, to our soul's destruction, as if it were a gospel 
truth. But though the work of redemption was 
finished on the cross, there was yet another work to 
be completed in our souls — ^the work of sanctification. 
In this we have to co-operate ourselves. Christ is the 
Source and Origin of all holiness in us, working in us 
by His Holy Spirit. But we must " work out our own 
salvation," although it be '* God that worketh in us." 

And so this voice from the Cross comes to us with 
a meaning such as this. ''My child," it seems to 
say to each of us, ''I have finished all this work for 
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thee— My life of sorrow, poverty, and hnmiliation ; 
My bitter Agony and Passion; and now My life is 
yielded up a perfect sacrifice for thee. Thy redemp- 
tion is perfect. What, then, wilt thou give to Me ? 
Oh, give Me all thine energies, all thy heart's desires. 
Do not disappoint Me. Let this My finished sacrifice 
be a pledge, be an assurance, that by My grace thy 
sanctification shall be finished also.'' 

But this sixth word of Jesus from the Gross suggests 
yet another line of thought. Does it not give us 
cause to reflect how very imperfect all our works are ? 
'' Finished ! " we repeat in mute amazement. Aye, but 
with us all is so unfinished. Incompleteness seems 
almost to be the distinguishing feature of everything 
human, while of all divine works completeness is 
the most striking attribute. And this contrast seems 
to be more than ever accentuated by the busy idleness 
of modem life. Now more than ever is the painful 
imperfection of all human works conspicuous. On 
every side we hear the piteous moan of people over- 
worked with doing nothing — I mean, of course, 
nothing solid, nothing lasting, nothing useful. '' I 
have no time for this or that. I have no time for 
reading, no time for study, no time for helping others 
in their need, no time for giving thought to schemes 
of usefulness, no time for cultivating powers God has 
given me," and so on, till we are utterly sick of the 
oft-repeated lamentation. 
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Bat snrelyy deax friends, tome things ought to be 
completed, tomt things onght to sarvive the life of 
intermption which is now the lot of most of ns who 
mix at all in the world. It cannot possibly be right 
that the whirl and the excitement in which so many 
of ns spend onr days should preyent us altogether 
from accomplishing some solid work. This perpetual 
turmoil cannot be wholesome either for soul or body. 
Surely zwm hours should be rescued from the uni- 
versal wreck of our lives, so that in the end at least 
we may be able to pomt to something accomplished, 
something done, a work '' finished " as far as human 
work can be. And will not this Good Friday leave 
a mark upon our lives for which we shall be for ever 
thankful, if it teach us only this lesson — to make a 
point of finishing to the best of our power things we 
rightly undertake ; not to begin things without the 
determination to complete them ? 

For what a contrast do our works in general 
present to those of the Almighty ! His power is as 
much displayed in the perfection as in the vastness 
of the universe. Look where we will, everything is 
perfect. He has finished this earth in which we 
dwell, down to the tiniest microscopic animal or plant. 
All are perfect of their kind. He has not considered 
it beneath His dignity to give the last touch to the 
pencillings of the butterfly's wing or the hues that 
irradiate some little shell, while at the same time 
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it is He who has set the planets in their courses and 
put in operation all the mighty powers of nature. 
And so, look where we will throughout God's great 
creation, we are compelled to re-echo the Creator's 
words when at the beginning He pronounced it "very 
good." 

How different with man ! With him all is imper- 
fection. He flits from work to work, fancying, 
perhaps, that he thereby shows his versatility. But 
it is not versatility. It is want of purpose, want of 
energy, want of vigour. We make excuses, but the 
fault is in ourselves. Many things are begun, few 
completed. Believe me, it is not the man who has 
satiated himself with pleasure ; it is not he who has 
run through a fortune and thrown prudence to the 
winds ; it is not the person who has made the most 
acquaintances, and can boast that he need never 
spend a day in private ; it is not he who has seen 
the most countries or has experienced the most 
varied forms of life, — who in the end can look back 
on his wasted course and say, "It is finished;*' but 
he who has lived for Jesus, with Jesus, by Jesus, he 
alone is likely to be able to say with Him, " I have 
finished the work which Thou gavest me to do.*' 
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THE SEVENTH WOBD. 

Once more, for the last time, we gaze upon the CrosB 
of Jesus. How protracted has this torture seemed ! 
How earnestly have we longed to see it end ! To 
some of us, indeed, the time has not been wearisome. 
We could almost wish it could begin again, so fully 
have we entered into the sorrows of the Crucified. 
Others, of course, are weary, and are glad that the 
Three Hours' Agony are drawing to a close. But this 
time that we have spent together will not be wholly 
blotted out from our lives. It will be brought before 
us once more on that awful day when the books 
shall be opened, and the secrets of all hearts shall 
be revealed. And oh, how shall we long for these 
hours again, if they have not taught us at least one 
life Jong lesson, uttered by the Crucified ! 

There has been a little pause. Every moment we 
have thought the end would come. All would seem 
to have been accomplished. The very lips of the 
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Divine Sufferer Himself have pronounced the great 
work of Eedemption to be "finished." Why does 
that breast still heave ? Why do those pulses throb 
throughout the lacerated frame? Why does death 
seem to linger ? For this reason surely — Because 
death has nothing in Him. He has not inherited the 
taint of Adam's transgression. He is absolutely 
sinless. This, then, is not the penalty of sin — I mean, 
of course, His own sin — that He is undergoing. His 
death is altogether different from every other death. 
The very bystanders can see it is so. For some time 
past the centurion and his guard have been standing 
by in mute astonishment, awestruck at the scene. 
The conviction has been growing in his mind that 
this is no ordinary man whose death he has been 
witnessing, but as He said Himself, the Son of God. 

Yes ; the death is different from other deaths ; for 
it is absolutely voluntary. " Therefore doth My Father 
love Me," Hehad said before the end was actually 
come, ''because I lay down My life, that I might take 
it again. No man taketh it from Me, but I lay it 
down of Myself. I have power to lay it down, and I 
have power to take it again " (St. John x. 17, 18). And 
so, desirous even to the very last moment of His life 
to show that He gave Himself a wiUing sacrifice, and 
that He was suffering death only out of the immensity 
of His love for us, " when Jesus had cried with a lovd 
voice, He said, Father, into Thy hands I commend Mv 
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Spirit'' (St. Luke), ''and he bowed His head, and 
gave np the ghost " (St. John). Every one of the 
evangelists relate it in the same words, " He gave 
np the ghost." "And when the centurion, which 
stood over against Him, saw that He so cried oat, and 
gave up the ghost, he said, Truly this man was the 
Son of God " (St. Mark xv. 89). 

The priestly work was complete when He cried, " It 
is finished!" And now the human life is ended — 
ended voluntarily. And therefore it is with a kmd 
voice, contrary to the wont of dying men, that He 
utters this His last word. 

And see how the old loving appellation, " Father," 
is now used again — used for the last time. His 
first recorded words on earth had reference to that 
Father's will. His first utterance from the cross 
was, "Father, forgive them." And now again the 
same tender Name falls from His dying lips. The 
cloud has passed away — the cloud which seemed to 
hide the Father's face. It is no longer "My God," 
that He exclaims, with whatever confidence that 
Name was used, but; " Father." The name that best 
expresses all the tenderness of human love, all the 
perfection of God's love for man, all the intimate 
communion that exists between those Persons of the 
ever-blessed Trinity, — that shall be the last to give 
a meaning to the absolute surrender of Himself to 
the divine will. 
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In our anxiety to uphold the true Catholic doctrine 
of the Godhead — the coequality of the three divine 
Persons — I suspect we lose sight a little of the Son- 
ship of our Lord Jesus Christ. Whatever may he the 
mystery enshrined in those terms " Father," " Son," 
whatever the relationship they imply, this at least is 
certain — that our Lord Himself, as His words are re- 
corded in the Gospels, ever gives the greatest possible 
prominence to that relationship. Although marks 
of the coequality of the Persons are abundant, yet 
expressions such ad, " I and My Father are one," are 
quite the exception. There must, therefore, be some 
transcendently important lesson to be gathered from 
this revelation of Jesus as the Son of God. And the 
lesson surely is this — that the most perfect form of 
humanity is that which is foimd in absolute submission 
to the will of God. Most natural is it, therefore, that 
He who came down from heaven to do that will and 
to make known the adopted sonship of the human 
race, in this, the last utterance from His dying lips, 
should address Almighty God as Father. 

And does not the use of this loving name at all the 
most important crises of the life of Jesus Christ on 
earth — at His visit to the Temple when a Child, at 
His Agony in the garden, in all the most solemn of 
His discourses, and now twice upon the Cross — does 
not the use of this name, I say, give a peculiar 
sanctity to the human relationship which, in some 
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mysterions way we cannot understand, has its coun- 
terpart in the ever-blessed Trinity ? Oh, surely there 
is a music in the very name of ''father" which should 
never fail to touch some answering chord within the 
heart of man. Amidst the changes of habits and 
modes of thought, of national and social laws, it can 
never lose its force. The parental tie must ever exist, 
strongest, most sacred, most enduring. Ye, then, who 
in the independence of this age, and amidst the 
growing impatience of authority that for good or evil 
marks our day, would think lightly of a parent's word 
and show little reverence to a parent's will, think how 
with His very last breath, in His very direst agony, 
our dear Lord was mindful to address God as His 
Father, and to show His absolute submission to that 
Father's will. 

Par and wide from every corJaer of the earth the cry 
for liberty has gone up. Classes galled by tyranny 
have raised it. Oppressed nations have re-echoed it, 
and thrones have tottered, and nations have been 
bom. And still the cry is heard around us. But 
with this craving after liberty another force, alas ! 
has entered. And if that prevail, all the safeguards 
of society will crumble into dust. I mean this — the 
ties of family life are weakened. The marriage bond 
is no longer sacred as it used to be. Parental authority 
bids fair ere long to be as little esteemed. Let ub at 
least avoid contributing to this most fatal catastrophe. 
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We cannot know how much we owe to a parent's 
influence, a parent's good example, a parent's self- 
denying love. Let it ever have its due return. A 
bond hallowed by our Heavenly Father, recognized 
by the Incarnate Son, is one that cannot lightly be 
despised. Our earthly relationships should ever fore- 
shadow the more intimate communion that we feel 
sure will exist in that other world for which this is 
intended to prepare us. There will love and obedience 
each be perfect. There will be fully realized the 
meaning of our sonship. There will God be revealed 
in all the fondness, all the wisdom, all the attractive- 
ness, that are imperfectly but yet forcibly expressed 
by the tender name of " Father." 

Here, then, is the very last message from the Cross 
— ^to cherish our earthly relationships. They are of 
God's appointment. It was of these holy ties that 
Jesus thought, as His soul was hovering on the brink 
of the unseen world. He was dying here in agony, 
for what ? Why, because He claimed to be the Sou 
of God, as the Jews themselves said, " making Him- 
self equal with God." And yet to the very end He 
proclaims aloud the truth that He is very God, the 
S(m of God, and that we in Him may draw nigh to 
God and call Him " Father." 

*'Into Thy hands I commend My Spirit." Yes, 
dear Lord, Thou, too, hast a human soul. And that 
soul is about to pass through its last ordeal. We all 

F 



.66 SEVENTH WORD. 

dread that passage. No one has come back to give 
lis his experience of what it means. We watch our 
dear ones to the brink of death. We tend to their 
wants. We try to alleviate their pains. We catch 
their last accents. We delight to carry out their 
wishes. But where are they? Whither have they 
fled? It is utterly beyond our powers to imagine. 
He who but recently was with us, perhaps in all the 
power of intellect, he who loved us, took an interest 
in us, influenced our thoughts and was a living factor 
in our being, is now beyond our reach. We know 
not where or how employed. We can say no more 
than one of old, '' The souls of the righteous are in 
the hand of God, and there shall no torment touch 
them." To Him who gave them being we resign 
them. From Him we feel sure they wiU be received 
again. 

And Thou, dear Lord, Thou in Thy great love for 
man hast also known the terror of death. Calmly 
and patiently hast Thou met it. With perfect resig- 
nation into Thy Father's hands didst Thou commend 
Thy Spirit. Like other men. Thou must have felt 
the dread of separation. Like others, thou must have 
been conscious of the unseen powers of darkness 
trying to overthrow Thy faith. And yet Thy con- 
fidence was perfect to the end. Thy obedience never 
wavered. Thy love never failed. 

" Jesu, in our hour of agony uphold our fainting 
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courage. Be with us in our last extremity. Speak 
comfort to our souls, and fix our thoughts on Thee. 
We know not whither we are going. But Thou hast 
gone before. Thou hast entered into the unseen 
world. How shall we, then, fear to enter also ? " 

Death is not sleep; still less is it annihilation. 
The body crumbles into dust, till that glorious day 
when the soul, reclothed, shall stand in all the bright- 
ness of the resurrection in obedience to the Saviour's 
voice. But the spirit never dies. It passes to another 
world, and there, in God's holy keeping, it learns to do 
His will. What duties may await us there we know 
not. But this at least we know, that to die is " to be 
with Christ in God." With that knowledge we may 
rest content. He, our loving Saviour, will be there, 
He who shed His blood for us, who, dying, gave His 
soul into His Father's hands, an example to all us 
who follow Him. 

Blessed be Thou for ever, dear Lord Jesus! By 
one word spoken from the cross Thou didst show that 
Thou feelest sympathy for us Thy children in our 
hours of loneliness. By another that Thou hast com- 
passion for us in the time of bodily pain. And now 
we have listened to another word, the last assurance 
of Thy love, the last pledge that, being very Man, 
Thou feelest for us also in the hour of death, " Father, 
into Thy hands I commend My Spirit." And lo ! 
now there hangs before our eyes a lifeless corpse ! 
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Come away, dear friends, ye who for three hours 
past have in fancy contemplated with me the agony 
of our dying Lord. That body, though it hangs 
before us motionless and lifeless, is still instinct with 
Godhead. The Spirit has fled. It has gone to gladden 
the souls in paradise, the souls of patriarchs and 
seers and holy men, a goodly multitude, who with 
eager longings have looked forward to the revelation 
of the coming great One. It has gone to bring joy to 
all true penitents, those of the old world who " some- 
time were disobedient, when once the long-sufifering of 
God waited in the days of Noah " (1 Pet. iii. 20), and 
many more besides who have sinned and have re- 
pented ; to whom shall soon be added that poor soul, 
whom death as yet wiU not release, and who still is 
gazing in contrition on the blood-stained body of his 
newly found King. 

Come away, I say, dear friends, from the sickening 
flight. That Body still has latent power. It is even 
now the object of our tenderest love. But soon will 
It rise to life again. And, risen. It will be to us in 
this world the ever-fresh source of spiritual life and 
power, and in the world to come the centre of our 
ceaseless adoration. 



